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he Secret

CHAPTER Hi.
A Strang Meeting.

" A Nt) t'(Kwl Kent
decisively, "( I'm to help you
suppose yon ti'll urn all that
you know about the woumii

who called on ymi last evening?"
"Lust evening? Aii, Mint wasn't flic

girl of tin-- ploltire! It's nil inlornilnu-M-

six days sliuv I've seen her."
"No; I know It wasn't she, having

i .con your picture, anil since then your
visitor of last night. The ipiestlou Is,
Who was It'"

"Walt! How illil you know that n

womiiii came hero List night?"
"From common gossip."'
"Anil where- - have you seen her

nlnce?"
"On the bench at Lonesome Cove."
'Lonesome Cove," repeateil Sodf-v.'lcl- c

mechanically; I hen Willi a slur-llei- l

Khmer. "Not the dead woman!"
Kent nodded, watching him closely.

For a space of four heartbeats-on- e
very slow and three very quick
(here was silence lietwreu tlieni. Kent
broke It.

"lo you see now the wisdom of
frankness?"

"You iiienii Unit I shall li accused
of hn villi; a hand In her death?"

"Strongly suspected, at least."
"On what basis';"
"You lire the last person known to

have seen her alive."
"Surely Unit Isn't enough?"
"Not of Itself. There's a lirulse buck

of your rlitltl ear."
Involuntarily Sedgwick's hand went

to I tic spot.
"Who nil vi" It to juu?" pursued Kenl.
"Yoti know It all without my lolling

von." cried Sedgwick; "hut I never
Mw he woman Injure In tn.v life,
Kent I give you my word of honor!

Phe rami) and went, lull who she Is or
why she cunie or where she went I

have no loom Idea than you have- - per
Imps not noiii'y so much."

"There you are wrong. I'm depend
log on you o I 'll me about her."

"Not II' my life hung on I!. And
how mnhl her being found drowned on
(he beach be connected with ineV"

"1 illilu'l say Hint she was found
drowned on til ' bench."

"You did no; pnnloii nie; It was Hie
messenger boy. Hut you said Hint her
body wtis found In Lonesome l.'ove."

"That Is iplite a dilVoreul nuttier."
"She wasn't drowned
"I should bo very much surprised

If the uulop-- showed any water in
I ho lungs."

"Ilul, the boy said licit the body was
bishcil to a ur n hid. and there were
chains on It la Hint trio';"

"if was lushed to n grilling and man-
acled."

"Miiuiicled? Whnl a ghastly mys-
tery:" Sedgwick dropped his chill In
inclination, "If she wasn't drowned
Hun she was ui'irdcred and thrown
overboard from a boat - Is Hint It V"

('hosier Kent smiled Inscrutably.
"Suppose yoll let me do Hie ipiC'illoii-in-

a while. You cm give no clew
whatsoever lo Hie Identity of your yes
(crdiiy'M visitor'.'"

There was Hie slightest lies
Halloo before Ihe iirllsl replied. "None
nl all."

"If I llnd It ilhllciilt (o believe Hint
whnl will (he vlll.igcrs think of It

when Lhler Pcnneu returns from
and loll Ills story, us he Is

i. lire lo do?"
"Does Dennett know Hie woman?"
"No; but It Isn't his fault Hint he

doesn't. Me Old his best In Ihe Inter-
viewing Hue when ho met her on her
way o your place."

"She wasn't on her way to my
place," ob.lecled Hedgwlclt,

"lieliliell go Ihe notion that she
wis. lie hid behind II hudi and
v.'nb bed."

"IHd he overhear our conversation?"
"lie was too far away. He saw the

nllack on you. Now, Jusi ill together
these sluulllcuut Wis of fuel. The
body of n woman, ile id by violence, U
f II on Ihe bea. Ii not. far from here
'I'lie Inst person, as far as Is known, to
have seen her nllve Is yourself. She
i iHeil on you, and lliere was a eoll.i

iiy. apparently vcheinenl, between
you. i iilniliiiiting In Ihe n.siiull up o:

you, Mie hurried away, line iiiUh'
veil guess thai later you followed hei

lo her death."
"I did follow her." said SedjjHlili In

N low lone.
"l'or w hat purpose?"
"To (bid out who she was."
"Which you didn't succeed In doing?"
"She was loo iptlck for loo, The

blow of Ihe rock had made ino ghbly.
anil she got nwiijf among the thickets."

"Tlmls n plly. One more point of
(.u.-p-li Ion. Dennett, you say, saw your
pctiire, "'I'lie Bough Itht.-r.- ' Ile will
b'11 every vne about II, you inn) be

i. oi o,"

"H bill of It?"
"The iilrange coincidence of Ihe mb-- j

"I and (he iinpireul manlier of Ihe
unknown's deal ll."

"People will hardly suspect Hint I

I died her ami set her adrift for a

model, 1 suppo-ie,- said the iii'U-- bit
"parilculnrly a Iviinoll cnu tell

IJieiu that Ihe picture was Mulshed be

of Lonesome

Cove
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fore her (lea Hi! I was sitting on my

wall when the woman came down the
road. 1 noticed her first when she
stopped to look bark, n ml her absurd
elegance of dress, expensive and ill fit-

ting, attractive my closer attention.
She was carrying a bundle wrapped In
strong paper. It seemed lo be heavy,
for she shifted It from liiiinl to hand.
When she cuine near I spoke to her"

i "You spoke to her (list?"
"Well, we spoke simultaneously. She

asked mo the time. She seemed mix-Ion- s

(o know. In fact, 1 think she
used the word 'exact;' 'the exact time,'
she said."

"Presumably she was on h'.r way to
an ti pl ii t nit' nl . thou."

"Very likely. When I told her she
seemed relieved, might even say relax-

ed. As If from Ihe slraln of nervous
bantu, you know."

"(loud! And then?"
"She thanked me and usked If I were

Mr. Sedgwick. I answered that 1 was
and suggested that she make good by

completing Hie Introduction."
"She wasn't u woman of your own

class, their.'"
Sedgwick looked puzzled, "Well, no.

I thought not then or I shouldn't have
been so free and easy with her. Fur
one thing, site was pnlulcd badly, and
the pei'splrallon, running down her
fori'head. had made her a sight. Yet
I don't know. Her voice was that of u

cultivated person. Her milliner was
awkward unit her dress weird for thai
time of day. and for all lh.it she car-

ried herself like a person acciisloincil
to some degree of eoicildcraHou. That
I felt ipilte plainly. I fell. Ion, some-
thing uncanny about her. Her eyes
alone would have produced (hut Im-

pression. They were peculiarly rest-

less anil lirllllnnl."
"Insane?" iUeslloneil Kent.
"Not wholly sane, eerlninly. It lit II

might have been drugs. That suggest-
ed Itself to me."

"A posulilllly. Proceed."
"Shi' asked whnl point of Hie head-

land gave Ihe besl view. 'Anywhere
from Hie llrst rise nil is good.' I laid.
'It depends on whil j nil wish lo see.'
'My ship coining In,' she said. 'It will

be a fair view. Ihen.' I told her. 'This
Is a const of guardian reefs,' 'Whnl
dilTeroner?' she said, and Ihen gave
me another surprise, for hIio ipioled:
"Ami, lliomh Hi,' i.oiit iviil leagues uul

If iillle.-- tirvoinl.
SHI! isiien hevoii I those leilKUi-- there Is

ino'e sen,'

"Thai's Interesting." remarked Kent.
"( ':! sih.l female w ivl'iii'ers aren't given
lo quoting 'The lloii.se of Life.' "

"Nor casual ships In hi ling I his pari
of lite coast. However, Ihero was no

hip. t leoked for myself when I was
trying lo Had Ihe wo, nan Inliir. What
are you smiling nl V"

".Nothing. I'm sorry I Inlorriiplcd."
"She walled array from me u few

paces, but turned and cauie hunk lit
once."

"'I follow my Ktnr.' sln said, illit-iti-

le a phuicl Hint i.hone low over Hie
sen. Therein lies the only true hap-
piness lo dine and lo follow, Pomelo-he-

this uncling,' she nolil In a lone
of solemn command, 'for It may murk
an epoch In your life. Some day In

Ihe fit lire may send for you and re-

call led iv lo your mind by what I

liaie hisl sa d. In Hint day you will
know the hlililen tilings Hint are clear
only to Ihe chosen iiiluds. Perhaps yon
will he Ihe lust person bill one to see
me as I now aui.' "

KeM pul'cd nervously at Hie lobe of
his c ar. "N II Ihnl she fore-
saw her death?" lie murmured.

"It would look so, In the light of
whnl has happened, wouldn't II'.' Yel
lliere was nil nu.'iiniiy air of Joyous
ncss about her loo."

"I don't like It," nuiioouccil Kent.
"I do not like It!"

Ily which he meant Ihnl he did mn
Understand it. Whnl Chester Kent
does n el understand, Cluster Kent re
seiils

"l.oie affair, perhaps," suc.'.osled Ihe
aril.', "A woman In hoe will take
any i Nl; of death. However." he add
el. rubbing his biulsed lieid i on iN
cciiKy, "she had a very pracllenl bent
for a riiinaiitlo pei ion A ' t !' her inys
lerleils pi uphei y she si ll toil on.
called lo her lo come buck or I would
I'ollew ami iiiiike her explain herself."

"As to what ?"

"I'm ryililng her beliig there, her lie.
Coin, her her apparel, Hie Jewelry,
you know, an. I all thai."

"Yon'ie maid nothing nlioiil Jewelry."
"Ibiven't 1? Well, when she turn

cd"
".In. a tuomenl, Was II Ihe Jewel

I'y thai ymi weie going lo speak of
when you Ill's) invoslod her?"

"Yes, U was. Some of II. was Very
valuable, I Judge Wasn't It found en
Ihe hod ?"

"No."
"Nol! Ilobliery. Ihen, probably.

Well, "lie cnine luc k nl a alrlde. Her
eyes were alive with anger. There
nunc a torrent of words from

words, too. Nothing of Hie well
bred unman left there. I Insisted on
knew lug w ho she was. Before 1 ceulil
guard mi self she bad cnilglit tip a rock
from (he road and lei mo have It, I

Went oor like a lenplii, When 1 got

THE SAIEM OAPTTAT, .TOtTRNAT,. BAT.ElvT OREOOV. "Tmni" r

up she was well" along toward he
cliffs, and I never did find her trail In
that maze of copses and thickets."

"Show me your relative positions
when she uttacked you."

The artist placed Kent nnd moved
off Ave paces. "About like that," he
said.'

"Did she throw overhand or under-
hand?''

"It was so ipilclt 1 hardly know. But
I should sny n short overhand snap.
It rnine hard enough."

"I do not like It at nil," said Kent
again.

"You sny thnt no Jewels were found
on the body. Was there any other
Diurk of ldeiitlllcntloii?''

"If there was the sheriff got away
with It before 1 saw it."

"How ran you he sure, then, thnt
the dead woman was my visitor?"

"Pemiett mentioned a necklace. On
the crushed flesh of the dead woman's
neck there is the plain Impress of n

Jewel setting. Now, come, Sedgwick.

SKI
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Th Arliit Plncsd Kent and Moved Off

Five Paces.

If I'm to help you In this you must
help me. Had you ever seen that neck- -

luce before?'1
"Yes," was the reply, given with oh-

vlous reluclniice.
"Where?"
"On the neck of the girl of my pic- -

Inre.
Kent's lingers went to Ills ear, pull-

ing al the lobe tiiilll that miolfeudlng
' ml a ii t stretched like rubber. "You're

sure':" he asked.
"There couldn't be any mistake. The

sloth's were iimb-hci- rose topn7.es.
Ymi mightn't hud anolher like It In
Ihe whole reunify."

Kenl whl died, soft ami long. "I'm
afraid, tny boy." ho said at length,
"I'm very much afraid that you'll have
to U'll me Ihe whole story of Ihe I'll- -

inniiee of Ihe pictured f and this
time without reservnlloii."

"That's what I've I u guarding
icalnsl." relorled Ihe other. "II Isn't
ii thing that can tell, man to man.

Pon't yon undersland? Or," he nMai
savagely, "do you misunderstand?"

"No, don't misunderstand," answer
ed Kent very gently. "I know lliere
are things that can't be spoken not
because they are shameful, but be-e-

use Hi.'.v are sacred. Yel I've got In
know about her. Here; I have II.

When I'm gone sll down and write it

out for nie, simply t i it fully, and scud
It to toy hotel as soon as l is done
You can do thai, can't yon?"

"Yes, ran do Hint." decided Sedg
wick nfler nonie consideration.

CHAPTER IV.

My Lady of Myutory.
Ilriiit) n nimilr iiiifiifiinii'iifiAinil ca;iiT

non tin- life a YiMcbt Kulini kk. cllli
ulilnriul cowhiii ,g I'nifr.im- Cd 'ofir
AYf.

II Kent Here goes! 1 met

DMA liril on .lutie nl II o'clock
the iiflcruoon. Some won-

derful cloud ell'ecls after a hurd
ruin had brought me mil Into the open.
1 had pitched my easel In dm hollow
on (he Murllmhilo mud so as to gel
thai clump of pine iignlint Hie sky,
There I sal working away wlih a wlil,
when I beard the drumming of hoofs,
and a horse with a ulrl In the saddle
came whlr.rlin; round Ihe turn almost
upon mo. .Iiisl there the rain had made
a puddle of (hit k, sticky inn. I, the
mud pie variety. As Ihe horse went
by at full gallop a due, fat mud pie
rose, sound through Hie air and land
cd In Ihe .middle of my painting. 1

I'alrl yelped.
To gel nil off was hopeless. How-

ever. Weal at l and wim over
the lob when Hie rider cnnie hack.

"I heard ott i r out," said a vohv,
Very full and low. "Hid I hin t you? I

hope not."
"No," 1 said without looking up,

"Small Ihuiikii to you Hint you didn't:"
.My (cue silenced her lor a moment.

Somehow, lhom,h, go (he feeling Ihnl
she was amused more than abashed at
my reseutiiicnl. And her Voice was
suspiciously meek when she presently
upoko aualii.

"You're an nilb I, aren't you?"
"No," I siild, busily scraping away

nt my coppcrphtte. "I'm tin aii'heolo--
gist engaged In cvhumhig an aucieiil
ruin from a sipi.ire tulle of nnad."

She liitiuhcil. but In a moment be
came grave again. "I'm so sorry!"
she snl, "I know I shouldn't rouie
plunging around linns In Hint reckless
way. May should like y

your plctnivi"
"Yon may nol," I replied.
'''riot isn't ipillc fajr, ls.lt?" she

asked. "If I hare done damage I
should be allowed to repair It."

"Repair?" said I. "How do you pro-
pose to do it? 1 suppose that you think
a picture Unit can be bought for a hun-
dred dollar bill can be painted with a
hundred dollar bill."

"No; I'm not altogether a Philis-
tine," she said, and I looked up at her
for the first time. Her face (Elision
and comment by Kent: I know ber
face from the sketches. Why could
he not have described the horse? How-
ever, there's one point clear: she Is a
woman of means.)

She said: "I don't wonder you're
cross. And I'm truly sorry. Is It
quite ruined?"

At that I recovered some decency
of manner. "Forglre a hermit," I said,
"who doesn't see enough people to
keep hi in civilized. The daub doesn't
malter."

She leaned over from the saddle to
examine the picture. "Oh, but it Isn't
a daub!" she protested. "I I know a
llttlu about pictures. U'b very Inter-
esting and curious. But why do you
paint it on copper?"

I explained.
"Oh!" she said. "I should so like to

see your prints!"
"Nothing easlersajd I. "My shack

is Just over the hill."
"And (here Is a Mrs." her eyes

suggested that I Oil the blank.
"Sedgwick ?"' I finished. "No. There

Is no ouo but my aged and highly re-

spectable (.'hlnumau to play propriety.
Hut in the case of a studio the conven-
tions are not so rigid but that ono
may look at pictures unohnporoned."

"I'm afraid It wouldn't do," she an-

swered, smiling. "No. I'll have to wait
until" A shadow passed over her
face. "I'm afraid I'll have to give
it up."

I'linnce settled that point then nnd
there. As she llnlslied, she was In my
arms. The girth had loosened and the
saddle had turned with her. 1 had
barely time to twist her foot from
the stirrup when the brute of n horse
bolted. As It was, her ankle got a

bit of a wrench. She turned iiultu
wlille and cried out a little. In a mo-

ment she was herself again.
"King Cole has been acting badly

all day," she said. "I shall have a

time catching lilm." Site limped
a few steps.

"Here, Mint won't do!" said I. "Let
1110."

"Y'oii couldn't gi't near hlin, though,
perhaps. If you had some salt"

"I ran get some at my place," said 1

gathering up my things. "Your horse Is

bended (hut way. You'd belter come
along and rest, there while Citing Lung
ami I round up your mount."

(Comment by (!. K.: Hero follows
more lalk. allowing how young people
Imperceptibly mid unconsciously ce-

ment an acquaintance, but not one
word upon the vital point of how far
Ihe horse seemed lo have rotne,
whether be was ridden out or fresh,
etc.!

At the bungalow 1 called Chlug, and
wo set out with a supply of salt. King
Cole (Comment, by (', K.; Probably n

dead black horsei was coy for a time
before he siiccunibed lo temptation.
On my return I found my visitor li
Ihe studio. She had said that she
knew a Utile about pictures. She
knew more Hum a llltle a good deal,
In fuel and talked most Inlelllgently
about tlieni. I don't say this simply

because she tried heforo she went to
buy seine pf mine. When 1 declined
Id sell she seemed put out.

"P.ul, surely Ihese pi hits of yours
aren't Hie work of an aumtetir?" slw
sild. "You sell?"

"Oh, jos, 1 sell -- when I can. But I

don't sell without a good bit of bar-
gaining, parilculnrly when 1 suspect
my purchaser of wishing to innke
liinends liy a pnrchaso."

"II Isn't Hint al all," she said earn-
estly. "I want tlie plclures for them-
selves."

"Call liU a preliminary, then, and
come buck when you have mora time."

She shook her head, and lliere was
shadow over Ihe brightness of her

face. "I'm nfrald not," she said.
"Ilul I have enjoyed bilking again
with some otiu who knows and loves
Ihe best In art. Allot' all," alio added
with a uolo of deteriiiliinllon, almost
of ilcllauce, "there Is no reason why I

shouldn't some I line."
"Then I may look for you again?" I

asked.
She ti'iildcd us aim moved out across

Cue porch, "if you'll promise to sell
tue any print I may choose, (loodby,
and I ha nk you so much, Mr. Sedg-

wick!"
Hhe held out her hand. It was II

hand for sculptor o model, as heiiull-fu- l

and full of characler as her face,
(Coininent by C, K,: Iloshit After-wan- t

I remembered Hint never again
In our friendship did see It ungloved,
(Coiulneiil, by ('. K,; "Hush" retracted.
Home observation (lintll

"All revolr, then," I said. "Ilul you
have (he ailvanlagn of inc. you see, I

ilou'l l.uow whnl lo call yoll lit. all."
She hesitated, Ho ii, with it little soft

quiver of lief eyelids, which I ador-Wnr-

learned (o Identify us nil evi-

dence of iiiiiu.seiueiit, said: "Paw la a
nice name, don't you think?'' (Com

incut by C, K,: Ciilso niiinc, of course,
bill blidily probable IliM name Is l

"Ily Ihe way, whnl lime Is If,"
"ijunrloi' In Ii, Miss I law."
She siullcil at Ihe unine. "King Cole

Will have to do his best If I am lo be
back lor dinner, (loodby." (Comment
by C, K.; (looil! The place w here she
Is slaying Is a good way off, nssiiuilng
n " IIP dinner hour. Say twelve to lit'.
Iii'ii miles.) ,

That was Ihe llrsl of many visits, or
days Dial grew In rnillaiice for me. II

Isn't necessary for nie lo tell you, Kent,
how In our bilks I mine to divine In
tier a spirit as wistful mid pure as her
face, You do not want a love story
from nie, yel thai Is what ll was for
Hip almost from Hip llrsl; Hot openly,
though, Thcti! was (hat about her

which held tue at arms' length the
mystery of her, her quickly given trust
In me. a certain strained look that
came into her face, like the startled
attention of a wild thins poised for
flight, whenever I touched upon the
personal note. Not that I ever ques-
tioned her.

After her first visit she did not ride
on her horse, but came across lots and
through the side hedge, swinging down
the hillside yonder with her light dip-

ping stride that always recalled to me
the swoop of a swallow, her gloved
hands usually holding a slender stick.

All those sketches that you saw were
but studies for n more serious attempt
to cntcli and fix her personality. (Com-
ment by C. K.: Couldn't he have given
me in two words her height and ap-

proximate weight?) I did It in pastel,
and If I missed something of her ten-
der and changeful coloring 1 at least
caught the Ineffable wlstfuluess of her
expression the look of ono hoping
against hope for an uueonfessed hap-
piness. Probably I had put more of
myself into it than I had meant. A
man Is likely to when he paints with
his heart as well as his brain and
hand. When it was done I made a
little frame for It and lettered on the
frame this line:

"And her eyes dreamed against n
distant goal."

It was the next day that she read
the Hue. I saw the color die from her
face and flood back again.

"Why did you set that line there?"
she brcnthed, her e.ves fixed ou me
with u strange expression. (Comment
by C. IC: Itossettl ngnln. The dead
woman of the bench quoted "The
House of Life" also.)

"Why not?" I asked. "It seems to
express something in you which I have
tried to embody iu the picture. Pon't
you like It?"

She repeated the line softly, making
pure music of It. "I love it," she said.

At that I spoke as It Is given to n
man to speak to one woniau In the
world when he has found her. Sho
listened, with her eyes on the pic-

tured face. But when I said to her,
"You, who liavo all iny heart, and
whose name, even, I have not is
there no word for nie," she rose and
threw out her hands In a gesture thnt
sent: a chill Hi rough me.

"Oh, no! No!" she cried vehemently.
"Nothlng-cxce- pt goodhy. Oh, why
did you speak?"

I stood and watched her go. That
was five liilermlniible days ago. I
have not seen her since. I feel It Is
her will Hint I shall never see her
again. And 1 must! You iinderHtntid,
Kent, you must llnd her!

I forgot to tell you that when I was
sketching her I asked If she could
bring something pink to wear, prefer-
ably coral, She came Hie next time
With a siting of Ihe most beautiful
rose topazes I have ever seen, set In a
most curious old gold design. It wus
that necklace and none other that the
woman Willi Ihe bundle wore, half
concealed, wheik she canie here.

Today -- It Is yesierdny really, since
I am lliilshlug this nl 3 a. in.- - the mes-
senger boy brought me u telegram, It
was from my love. It had been sent
from Boston and It read;

Destroy tin- - plciiiio for my sake. It t All

too much of hutii of Us.

The message was uiislenod. I have
destroyed Hie picture. Help me!

F. S.
"

CHAPTER V.

An Inquiry.
"AM I running a Slningcrs' Best

here?" Francis Sedgwick nsk-"- '
rd of himself when lie emerg-
ed upon Ills porch the morn-

ing nfler Kent's visit.
The occasion of this query wus a

man slrelchcd flat on Hie lawn, with
his feel propped up com fort ably against
thi) stone wall. Ills white serge suit
was freshly pressed. A soft, white hut
covered bis eyes ngalnsl (lie sun glare.
To put a polul to this foppishness, a
narrow silken ribbon, also pure w hile,
depending from his in pel buttonhole,
suggested in eyeglass In his pocket,

Ills W'lis ii remarkable face, belli in
contour and In coloring. From chin
to cheek, the skin was while, with n

tint of blue showing beueiilh, but tho
central parts of (ho face were hrnnr.i'il.
Tho Jaw was long, lean and bony.
The cheek bones wore high, the mouth
was large, flue cut and linn, the nose
solid, set. like a rock,

At the sound of a footstep the man
pushed his hat downward, revealing a
knobby forehead and half rinsed eyes
In which Hii ro was a touch of

or brooding.
"(nod morning," said Hip artist, and

then all but recoiled from the voice
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that replied, so harsh and raucous it
was.

"You rise late,".lt said.
"I hear your opinion on It," retorted

Sedgwick, a bit nettled. "Am I to in-

fer that you have been waiting for
me?"

"You wouldn't go far wrong."
"And what can I do for you before

you leave?'' said Sedgwick signifi-

cantly.
"Take a little walk with me present-

ly," said the man in another voice,
brushing the bat clear of bis fuce.

"Kent!" exclaimed the artist. .

"Well, you appear surprised. Wbut
kind of artist are you not to recognize
a man simply because he shaves his
beard and affects a false voice. I've
read your story."

"Already?"
"Already! Do you know It's 10

o'clock? However, It's a good story."
"Thank you."
"As a story. As information, It

leaves out most of the Importaut
points."

"Thank you again."
"You're welcome. Color, size and

trappings of tho horse?"
"1 didn't notice particularly. Black,

I think; yes, certainly black. Luther
a huge horse. That's ail I can tell
you."

"Humph! Color, size and trappings
of the rider?" '

"Reddish brown hnlr with a gloss
like a butterfly's wing," said the nrtlst,
with enthusiasm; "deep huzel eyes,
clear sun browned skin, toll I should
say quite tall but so so feminine that
you wouldn't realize her fullness. She
was dressed iu u light brown riding
costume, with a toque hat, very sim-

ple, tan gauntlets and tan boots that
Is, the first time I saw her. The next
time"

"Hold on; a dressmaker's catalogue
is no good to me! I couldn't remem-
ber it all. Was she iu riding clothes
on any of her later visits?"

"No."
"Any scars or marks?"
"Certainly not!"
"That's a pity, although you seem to

think otherwise. Age?"
"We-el- l, twenty perhaps."
"Add live. Say twenty-live.- "

"What for?" demanded Sedgwlek In-

dignantly.
"I'm allowing for the discount of ro-

mance. Did you notice her boots?"
"Not particularly, except that she

was always spick and span from head
to foot."

"Humph! Was It pretty warm the
last week she called on you?"

"Piping!"
"Pld sho show II?"
"Never a lilt. Always looked fresh

ns u flower."
"Then, although she came far, sho

didn't walk far to get here. There's a
road back of the hill yonder and a lit-

tle copse Iu an open Held where n mo-

torcar has stood. I should say that
she had driven herself there and conift
across the hill to yon."

"Could wo (rack (ho car?" asked
Sedgwick eagerly.

"No farther Hum the main road.
What Is the latest she ever left here
when she arrived afoot?"

"Oner she stayed till half past 0.
begged her to stay and dine, but sli

drew Inlo herself at the tnerii sugges-
tion." .,

"Half past 8. Allowing for a half
past 7 dinner mid time to dress for It,
idle would have perhaps twelve to fif-

teen miles to go In the car, Tho name
she gai'e is obviously not her own, not
even, I Judge, her maiden mime.''

Sedgwick tinned very while. "Po
you'iiiean that she Is a innrrled wo-

man V" he demanded.
"How could you have failed to see

It?" returned the oilier gentlj'. "A
young girl of breeding and social ex-

perience would hardly havo come to
your studio. A innrrled woman might
who respoolril herself with full ronll-deuc-

and knew with the sumo conll-denc-

that you would respect her. And,
my dear boy," added Kent, with his
quiet w inning smile, "you are a man to
Inspire conllilence. otherwise I my-

self might have suspected you of hav.
Ing a blind In the death of Hie woman
on the bench."

"Never mind Ihe woman on the
beach. This other mutter Is nunc than
life or dentil. Is (hat flimsy supposi-
tion all ymi have to go on'.'"

"No. Her (ravel. Her wide ac-

quaintance with men and events. Her
obvious poise. And. revert lug to tan-
gible fact, ns clinching evidence, (here
aro her gloves, which she always
wore,"

' What about her gloves?"
"You never saw her left bund, did

you?"
"Oh, 1 see. You mean the wedding

ling. Well, 1 Mipposo," eoiitliiucil
Sedgwick, wllh a tinge of contempt In
his voice, "she could have taken olT

her ring as rmlly lis ber gloves."
There was no answering cnnlenip!

Iu ('hosier Kent's Voice as be replied:
"Hut a ring, t'oii'itaiilly worn and then
removed. envc an iiniiilslakable mark.
What Hie cntinccilon between her and
the corpse on Ihe beach may be Is the
problem. My Imun illntn business Is to
discover who the dead woman Is."

"And mine," f n lit Scduwlck hoarse-
ly, "lo discover ihe living."

"We'll at least start leueHier,"
Kent, "Cnine!"

Twenty minutes of curving and itiulg-lu-

along Ihe rocky minis in Kent's
runabout l.ioiiuhl Ihein lo the turn-
pike In skill of the town of Aniiiiluka,

"The Inquest Is net for 11 o'clock,"
said Kent.

"All light," Sedgwlek wllhoqiial
lacitnriiily,

They turned a corner nnd ran Inlo
(lie frliike of a ctowd hovering about
Hie town hall. Hulling his machine
in a bit of shade. Kent surveyed the
HkIIii ring. At one point It thickened
nboul a inn n who was talking eagerly,
Ihe vocal cenler of a small circle of
silence,

"Killer Peuiielt,'' said Kent, "tank
ftoiu CiiJinlown, You'll iinytj (o face

tlie music" now. One word of warning:
Pon't lose your head or your temper
If the suspicion raised against you bj
Penuett is strengthened by me. My
concern is to get to tho bottom of thla
matter. There is something tbe sher-
iff knows that I don't know. Probably
It is tbe identity of the body. To force
him Into the opeu it may be necessary
for me to augment the case against
you."

"Ought I to be ready for arrest"
"Hardly probable at present. No; go

ou the stand when you're called and
tell the truth and nothing but

"But not the whole truth?"
"Nothing of the necklace. You won't

be questioned about that. By the way,
you have never kept among your ar-

tistic properties anything iu the way
of handcuffs, have you?"

"No."
"I didn't suppose you hnd. Those

inn nudes are a sticker. I dou't- -I ab-

solutely do not like thoso manacles.
And on one wrist only I Perhaps that
is the very fact, though. Well, we
shall know more when we're older;
two hours older, say. Whether we
shall know all that Mr. Sheriff Lea
Schlngcr knows is another question. I
don't like Mr. Schlager, either, for that
matter."

"Dennett has seen me," said Sedg-

wick In a low voice.
Indeed, the narrator's voice had ab-

ruptly censed and he stood with the
dropped Jnw of stupefaction. One aft-

er another of his auditors turned and
stared at the two men in the motor-cu- r.

"Stay where yoti arc," Bald Kent anil
stepped out to mingle with the crowd.

No one recognized ut Hist the Immac-

ulate flannel clad man as the bearded
scientist whose strange actions had
amused tho crowd on the bench. A
heavy, solemn man addressed him:

"Friend of his?" he asked, nodding
toward the artist.

"Yes."
"He'll need 'em. Going to give evi-

dence?"
"To hear it, rather," replied Kent

pleasantly. "Where's tho body?"
"Inside. Just hfoought It over from

Dr. Breed's. He's the medical officer,
nnd he and tho sheriff are running the
show. Your friend wants a lawyer,
maybe?''

The thought struck Kent that, while
a lawyer might be premature, a friend
In Hie town might be very useful.

"Yes," ho snld; "from tomorrow ou."
"Meiinln' that you're In charge to-

day," surmised the big man shrewdly.
Kent smiled. "I dare say wo shall

get on very well together, Mr." Ills
voice went up Interrogatively.

"lliiln. Adam Buln. attorney nml
counselor at law for thirty years In
the town of Annalaka,"

"Thank you. My name is Kent. Yon
already know my friend's inline. What
kind irf intiti Is this medical olllcer?"

' Breed? Not much. Moro of a poli-

tician than n doctor and more of a
horse trader llinn either. Fidgety ns a
sandpaper undershirt."

"Pld he perform the autopsy at bis
n... lw...u,.1".

"Him and tho sheriff last evening.

Didn't even havo an iiiidorUker to
help lay out."

Tho lubo of Kent's ear began to suf-
fer from repealed handling. "The body
hasn't been Idenlllled, 1 suppose?"

"Nobody's had so much as a wink nt
it but those two and I in Dennett. lie
viewed Ihe corpse last night. That'a
why I guess your friend needs his
friends and maybe a lawyer."

"Kxactly, Mr. Penuett doesn't acorn
to be precisely n deaf mute."

Lawyer Bain emllled the bubbling
chuckle of the fat throated. "It'e
quite some time since Iry won any
prizes for silent thought," he slated.
"You nro known hereabouts?" ho add- -

. ed nfler n pause.
"Very Utile."
"(iansott Jim, yonder, looks ns If ho

kinder cherished the honor of your ac-

quaintance,"
Over bis shoulder Kent caught tho

half breed's glance (Ixcd upon Mm with
stolid Intensity. A touch on his arm
Hindu lilm turn to Ihe other side, where
Sailor Smith faced lilm.

"Didn't hardly know you with your
beard off," piped the old man, "Howdy,
professor? You're llnlckled up like
your own woddltf."

"Hood morning," said the scientist.
"Are ymi going Inside? Sit wllh us.
won't you? Mr. Sedgwick Is with me,"

The ex sallor started. "Illtn!" he ex- -

claimed. "Here? TLoro'a been quite
a lot o' talk"

"Suspicion, you uicnn."
"We ll, yes."
"People are Inclined to connect Mr.

Sedgwick wllh
'

dm dealli of the, wo-

man."
"What else ran you expert )" relum-

ed Hie old man deprecatliigly. "Iry
Dennell's been lelllu' Ids story. lie's
certain Ihe woman he seen talkln' to
Mr, Sedgwick Is dm dead woman
wlllln' In swear lo It anywheres,"

"What about (liiinoit Jim? I In, he
itrllmled anything to the dlsciia- -

slon?"
"No. Jim's as close tongued as Iry

Is rlallor mouthed."
"And probably with renson," mutter.

ed Kent. "Well, I'll look for you In-

side."
I to returned lo Join Hedgwlrk. To-- !

gether Ihey etileri'd the building, wlille
behind them a rising hum testified to
Ihe Inleivst felt In them by (ho vll-- j
lagers.

Within n (all, wizened man wllh'
(lend, llshy eyes stalked nervously to
and fro on a platform, beside which a
hastily constructed rolllu with a hasp-- :
ed roVer slooil on Ihiee Hiiwhorses. On
.. ,,,,,,, ,., ,,j nniiiciicii in,, sueiiir,
his I'acii red and si reaming. A few
perspiring men and women were srat-- '
tercd on (he benches, Outside a clock
struck II. There wus a quick Inllowf
of the populace, and the man on the
platform lifted up a chltM Ing voice.

(Ciiiiliiiurd Next Saturday.)


